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1 All right: I shall ask the Yankee ; and I should like
to take that Hungarian girl too, if she would only fiddle to
us at luncheon/

CHAPTER XLIL

day the Cardinal, with his secretary and his chaplain,
arrived. Monsignore Catesby received his Eminence at
the station, and knelt and kissed his hand as he stepped
from the carriage. The Monsignore had wonderfully ma-
noeuvred that the whole of the household should have heen
marshalled to receive this Prince of the Church, and per-
haps have performed the same ceremony : no religious
recognition, he assured them, in the least degree involved,
only an act of not unusual respect to a foreign Prince;
but considering that the Bishop of the diocese and his suite
were that day expected, to say nothing of the Preshyterian
guardian probably arriving by the same train, Lothair
would not be persuaded to sanction any ceremony what-
ever. Lady St. Jerome and Miss Arundel, however, did
their best to compensate for this omission with reverences
which a posture master might have envied, and certainly
would not have surpassed. They seemed to sink into the
earth, and then slowly and supernaturally to emerge. The
Bishop had been at college with the Cardinal and intimate
with him, though they now met for the first time since his
Recession: a not uninteresting rencounter. The Bishop was
high-church, and would not himself have made a bad car-
dinal, being polished and plausible, well-lettered, yet quite
a man of the world. He was fond of society, and justified
his taste in this respect by the flattering belief that by his
presence he was extending the power of the Church ; cer-
tainly favouring an ambition which could not be described
as being moderate. The Bishop had no abstract prejudice